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O BELDEN, pacing t h o 
library doggedly, the -wait¬ 
ing seemed Interminable, 
the strain unnecessarily 
A half hour 


/r$i H sJWL ago Quick feet had echoed 

lut KB throu * h th * u PP« r halls, 

MV B fl Wfl windows had opened, doors 

SW. K3 nW all but slammed, vagus 

H SMg whisperings and drawn 

ng| ynVZ? breaths had hovered Ini- 
palpably about the whole 
placo; but now all was 
I utterly quiet. His own 

I I regular footfall alono dls- 

yjppp- 1 1 r 1 c' j & X ? turbed the unnatural stlll- 
icss of a large house. 

Outside the delicious October sun poured down through 
in atmosphere of faultless blue. The foliage was thick 
yet, and the red and yellow leaves danced heartlessly In 
the wind. A year ago they lmd gone on a nutting pnrty, 
ind Clarice hnd raced with tho children and picked up 
more than anybody else. Now—even to think of her 
brought that faint odor of salts of lavender and beef tea 
Ihnt disheartened him so, somehow, when ho sat by her 
bed coaxing her Into sipping the stuff. 

Borne ono was coming down the stairs. It was Peter's 
Hep—his now one slnco last Friday, when they had nil. It 
ICemed, begun to walk and talk and brentho a little dif¬ 
ferently. Holden, hurried across the room and caugnt him 
at the foot of the steps. 

"Well, old mnn, how goes It?" ho demanded, with a 
letormlncd cheerfulness. • - . 


Ills brothor-ln-law stared at him emptily. 

"It's tomorrow," he said, gripping the newel post, "to¬ 
morrow afternoon. Jameson Is coming—thoy'Il do It here, 
lamcrmv brings his special nurse for the—the oporatlon.but 
the other ono Iff due at G, and you got her Just tho same. 
I told Henry to put up tho dogcart. I don't know, though 
—maybe tho runabout—no. tho tire's loose. Still It might 

"For heaven's sake. Peter, don't bother about It! I'll 
Qnd n rig. What else doos ho any?" 

"Ilo nays there's a good flghtlrg chance—a very good 
pro. I In says her grit alone— Oh. Bolden, what shall we 
fl«>? What shall wo do?" 

Peter sat down heavily on tho lowest stair. 

"Only lust week she was so well—and yet sho really 
Wasn't. I suppose ho knows. But It doesn’t seem possi¬ 
ble—I can't get It through my head. Poor little Cnddy! 
Elio never had n slck.day In her life. No headaches, like 
most women; even, no nonsense- Oh, Eeldan, what shall 
wo do?-' 

"Brae© up. Peter—think what n good fighting chance 
means; think of that! It’s not ns If Caddy wero old; 
She has that on her side. Bho'i seven years behind me, 
you know." 

Peter scowled. "You're 60, aren't you?" 
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"Not a bit. Only 48, and Just that, too. Now you go 
out and get the nurse, and I'll stay here. It'll do you a 
lot of good. Don't mope around in tho house all day— 
Whitt's the uro?" 

"I enn't leave the house. Honestly, Uclden, I can't 
I've tried twice, and J Just walk right bnck. It's no good. 
{There's the cart— uih!' you won't be long, will you?** 

Bolden look up the reins with a vaguo senso of mo¬ 
mentary relief; It was r.omethlng to do. Under tho Influ¬ 
ence of the fresh autumn air his spirits rose; he found 
himself enjoying tho swift rattlo of the cart and the beat 
sf tho horse's feet. After all, think of Caddy's grit; think 
of her fln'o constitution! A fighting chance—that was lit¬ 
tle enough to say, though. Why couldn't ho have put It 
* little stronger? Hitchcock was always a pessimist. 

At tho station the usunl crowd of well-drossed sub¬ 
urbanites quieted their horses and watted Impatiently for 
tho express. As Ueldcn drew up Into lino, they greeted 
him with a subdued Interest; coachmen left their seats 
to ask how Mrs. Moore was today, and when could ono 
sec her? A sudden mist came over hta eyes as ho an¬ 
swered briefly, "Very soon—I hope." . 

Tho train thundered in; In an Incredibly short time 
HI tho guoKta and commuters wero hurried oft toward 
town—where was that nurso? 

As his glanco wandered through tho thinning crowd, 
It was mot suddenly and squarely by two brown eyes, set 
In n fresh, pink face, framed by dark hair lightly sprin¬ 
kled with gray. Tho second that ho looked Into that xvom- 
fctt'n eyes taught him her character, absolutely, as Anally 
as If ho had grown up with her. Ono could trust ber to 
tho last ditch, ho thought. 

Sho walked straight up to the cart. "I am tho nurso 
Ircnt for by Dr. Hitchcock. Aro you Mr. Moore?" 

"I uin Mrs. Moore's brother—Mr. Bolden," ho ex¬ 
plained. "Havo you your checks?” 

'-’That Is ail arranged," she returned briefly. "I am all 
ready. May I nsk you to hurry? Dr. Hitchcock was 
anxious for mo to sec her before 6, when the fever be¬ 
gins." 

Ills nerves wero mare sharply edged than ho knew: an 
Instant irritation seized him. 

"There Is plenty of room In tho back of tho cart," ho 
Insisted, "tho express peopjo aro very uncertain. Would 
you not bettor give me tho checks?" 

Sho swung herself up hosldo him with a firm, assured 
motion; for a heavily built woman sho carried herself 
Very lightly. 

•*i think not," she nnld, decidedly; "tho man has 
started, I am sure. 1 would rather loso no time." 

v3e bowed and started the horse; ho disliked her al¬ 
ready. To a deep-seated, Involuntary disgust that any 
Woman should have to earn her living, ho added a dis¬ 
pleased wonder that one should cliooso thlB method of 
jolng It. Thero must be disagreeable details connected 
With It, embarrassments, absolute indignities—why did 
11 toy not marry? This woman was good-looking enough. 
Blio wax very obstinate—almost dictatorial. I-Ils Idea of 
Womanhood was hopelessly confused with clouds of white 
tulle, appealing eyes, and a doslro for guidance. It was 
Impossible to connect any of these characteristics with 
Iho woman beside him. 

For a while they drove In silence. Then compunction 
celsed him, and ho remarked on tho beauty of Iho foliage. 
Bho assonted easily, but seemed no more relieved by tha 

E peech than embarrassed by the silence. It was impossl- 
le to treat her as a hired sorvant: ono felt a strong por- 

f onallty In-her. Before they reached tho house ho was 
enrolling for conversation thut should not bore her. 

As they stepped Into tho wide hall, where he ob- 
served with a shade of dlspleasrure that her luggage had 
Home before them, Dr. Hitchcock met them. 

"Ah, Miss Strong, glad to see you. Come right up. 

E n tlmo, as usual, of coursol I was arrald you couldn't 

ako It. Jameson comes tomorrow, you know-" 

nir, were up the stairs; Bciacn otood Idly la tho hall 



like a f jol," he halt whispered. "I can't cet used to thin 
damned see-saw. First, I'm all ready for It, nnd then I'm 
nearly wild. And so It goes—up and down, up nnd down." 

"How la she? Is It nil settled for tomorrow? Hitch¬ 
cock snld that perhaps- V 

"Mrs. Moore Is dong very well—really very well. Bho 
was a little excited when Mrs. AVylle was with hor, but 
she is nicely sleepy now.' I think It will be better to stay 
only a moment. Sho will get a good night's rest tonight. 
It Is so cool. Tho weather is on our side." 

Bho smiled Into his eyes nnd nodded gravely. He 
brightened and squared his shoulders. As he went quickly 
up the stairs, Beldcn stopped tho woman. 

"Tell mo." he,sald, authoritatively, "how Is my slstor, 
really? What do you consider her chnncc?" 

She looked him easily In tho eyes. "It Is Impossible 
to say." sho returned gravely. "Your sister Is a very 
brave, sclf-ponscst-*e<l woman, nnd seems to havo a good 
constitution. That Is, of course, half tho battle. Ikit her 
case Is very complicated, and. until the operation, no ono 
can toll. You mny have every confidence In Dr. Jameson. 
He Is a magnificent surgeon." Before her non-commltlnl 
ores his own fell baffled. He was more Irritated than ho 
cared to own. Could idle not seo that he was prepared 
for anything, that Ids self-control was us great as her 
own? Sho treated him like a child; thoso professional 
reserves, necessary, doubtless. In the enso of Peter and 
hlir excitable sister, wore wasted on him. Why could sho 
not seo it? 

"I am quite nwnro of Dr. Jameson's skill," ho said 
coldly. •• hut I had hoped that you would find yourself 
able to break through the professional altitude sufllclcntly 
to give me your real opinion, which, of course, you must 
have formed." 

She threw him a quick glance. "Ah, my friend," ho 
thought, oxultlngly, "you havo u temper, then!" But In 
an Instant It was gone. 

"I havo told you all I was able to tell," sho said evenly. 
"I havo been hero but a short time, you know." 

She turnod nnd left tho hall, nnd he, chafing under a 
senso of merited rebuko, conscious of a foolish petulance, 
went discontentedly Into tho library. Ho seemed to bo 
continually nt fault with Miss Strong, but unablo to resist 
the effort to master her. 

Tho evening was very lonely nnd still. Peter had gono 
to his room early, nnd tho children had effaced them¬ 
selves; Susy was with them. Aunt Lucia read tho "Imi¬ 
tation of Christ" by tho fire. Bolden's mind turned un¬ 
consciously to the old days when Caddy and ho dreamed 
out their future In the nursery. It had nil como out Just 
ns sho had planned, except this. Poor littlo Caddy—a 
lighting chance! 

The next morning reomed to fly by them; It was 9 
o'clock. 10. 11. 

At this hour n feverish activity suddenly spread 
through tho houso. They met and passed each other, hur¬ 
rying, troubled, secretive; tho servants stumbled and quar¬ 
reled In their purposeless haste. To Belden, quieting when 
he could, sternly optimistic every here; at heart heavy and 
uncertain. It seemed that tho ono anchor of their hopes 
was this colm, clear-eyed woman In her uniform of au¬ 
thority! 

Peter hung pathetically on her lightest word; tho chil¬ 
dren, dazed and terrified, nto and exercised nt hor com¬ 
mand ; his own boy, a strange hard look In his furtive eyes, 
followed hor like a dog; nnd Aunt Lucia submitted with 
unprecedented meekness to nn abrupt curtailment of hor 
Interview with Chirico. Ho himself went Into tho bed¬ 
room for a moment, half uncertain of the reality of tho 
experience. It was absurd to remombor that ho might 
never see het\ conscious, again—his own little Caddy, 

Ho sat awkwardly on tho sido of tho bed. 

"Well, littlo woman, how goes It?" 

"Queen’s taste. Will!" 

"Good for you. I'm proud of the Boldens, Caddy- 
Billy nets Ilka a drum major." 

Hor eyes softened. 

"The dear boy," she murmured. Their eyes met. "Look 
after him," hers said, and his "As long ns I livol" Ho 
stooped and kissed her lightly. "Mind you look as well 
as thlo tomorrow!" 

"Oh, I shall be nil right. Miss Strong will tnke caro 
of nic. When I think how 1 havo tho best of everything— 
such care—I’vo Oecn a very happy woman, Will, dear." 


where they had left h!m. Ho hnd an Idea of showing 
her tho houss. ^tntlng some of the facte of Clarice's sud¬ 
den and terrlbltf need of her. Indicating that In a family 
ro Jarred from the very foundations it would bo wiser 
to look to him than to tho bewildered master of tho es¬ 
tablishment; but this was not necessary. Evidently, sho 
persisted In dispensing with his sen-ices. 

IBs hind slipped to his vest pocket, but he replaced 
tho cigar uncertainly: It seemed not quite the thing to 
smoke. Ought ho to go to Toler? In his mind's ey© he saw 
the poor fellow haunting tho landing by Caddy's door; ho 
had an idea that in some way ho kept things quiet by 
doing this. And how could ono bo sure that the troubled 
crenture wanted company? 

There was a violent ring at the bell, a Jarring of 
Wheels on tho asphalt. Tho door flew open, nnd tho pret¬ 
tiest little woman Imaginable, all fluffy ends and scarlet 
flowers nnd orris scent, rushed toward him. 

"Oh. Will! <Jh, Will!" sho gasped. "Isn't It terrible? 
Where Is Peter? Can I seo her? Oh. Will!" 

Instinctively, he took her la his arms—one always did 
that with Peter's sister—and she put her head on hit 
shoulder nnd cried a little, whllo he patted her and mur¬ 
mured, "There, there!" 

Bho was so manifestly comforted, and It was so pleas¬ 
ant to comfort her—this was what a woman should be. 
Ho felt a renewed seme of capacity, of readiness for even 
the most terrible emergency. Ho led her gently to tho 
great cushioned window seat and listened sympathetically 
to her oxcltcd babblings. 

"It will kill Peter—It will kill him! In-In a great 
m-mnny ways, you know,Will, Peter Isn't so-so c-calm ns 
Caddy. Ho is Jusf bound up with her. Suppose— Oh, 
Will!" 

"Don't cry. Sue. dear, don't!" ho said, soothingly. "Sho 
has a good chance—a lino chance, re any. Tlieso things 
are mostly resisting power, you know, and grit, and think 
what a lot of grit Caddy's got!" 

"Oh, I know, I know! Don't you know when tho baby 
died—that first baby—and u-sho was so weak sho could 
hardly speak? ‘Never mind, P-Peter, we'll havo another!' 
Oh, dear, sho was so {fl-plucky, Will! And now to 
think-" 

Ho choked a little. "I know, I know." he murmured; 
"Caddy's a brick. Sho always was." 

She sat up, not wholly withdrawing from his arm, 
and patted her eyes, breathing brokenly. Little gusts of 
orris floated toward him. 

"Where are tho children?" sho asked, almost herself 
now. 

"They're hero— Peter wants them one mlnuto and sends 
them away the next. 1 should send them to grand¬ 
mother's, but he won't hear of It." 

A light step sounded on the stair. The nurse appeared 
on the lower landing. Sho was dressed In cool blue ging¬ 
ham; tho straps of her white apron marked tho firm, broad 
lines of her bust nnd shoulder. 

"Is this Mrs. Wylie?" sho said la her clear, assured 
voice. "Mrs. Moore would like to see her a moment. Will 
you como with, me?" 

"I will come directly,” and Sue gathered together her 
gloves and handbag. 

"She's very good looking—It's a pity her halc-Js so 
gray," sho breathed In Ills ear. As the two women stood 
together a moment on the landing, ho realized, not for 
the first tlmo, that Buo was a lUtlo too small. But ho 
had never thought her sallow before. 

Peter came In by the greenhouse door, walking slowly, 
his hands behind his back. Ho looked old for tha first 
time In his Jolly, persistently boyish life. 

"These chysanthcmums ure all drying up," ho com¬ 
plained, fretfully: "not one of the blamed servants has 
done a thing since—since—O Lord, Will, what shall wo bo 
doing this tlmo tomorrow? where are the children? 
Where's Miss Strong? There's a woman for you! Caddy 
took to her directly. Sho's there now. She’s talking to 
her about the children. Oh, my God!" 

Beldcn grasped Ills hand, and they walked silently up 
and down the hall. 

"Aunt Lucia's coming tonight,” Peter resumed nervous¬ 
ly. "Sho will drive me mad. Tnke caro of her, will you? 
If I could havo choked her off—but when you think Bho 
was Just like a mother to Cad all these years, what can 
you do? She’s got a right. You'd think sho’d have got 
some sense from living with Cnd so long. I told Henry to 
go for her—and there they arc," he added, as tho cart 
drew up before tho open door. 

Beldcn wont slowly down tho steps; ho detested Aunt 
Lucia, and Clarice had always stood between them. 


‘Well, Little Woman, How Goc? It?' 


dernoath aro the overlnstlng arms" Do you feel that, 
Peter?" 

"I—I—yes. Indeed, Aunt Lucia—you must want a bite 
of something. I'm sure, driving so far." 

Peter writhed miserably In Aunt Lucia's crnpe-and-Jet 
arms. 

"Not till I have seen her. Peter. Afterward I shouldn't 
mind. I havo brought such a beautiful address by Bishop 
Hunter. It was delivered on tho occasion of tho doath 

of Governor-. unless I forgot to put It In with my 

knitted ahawl. I believe I did. I will send for It directly. 
When my dear husband-lie was ro fond of Clarice—died. 
I read it more than pnythlng else, except tho prayer book, 
of course. You will surely find it a help." 

"Yes, Aunt Lucia. Your room Is ready, and—" 

"Not till I havo seen her. Peter." 

"Busy Is there row, and Miss Strong says nobody else 
this evening. Tomorrow—" 

Aunt Lucia drew away. 

"Do I understand that Susy Wylle-no relation at all— 
Is preferred before the only mother Clarlco has had for 
all these years?" 

Peter winced. "But you weren’t here. Aunt Lucln," 
he argued wearily. 

"Who Is Miss Strong?" 

"Hero she is!" There was great relief In Peter’s volco. 
"Miss Strong, my aunt. Mnr. Wctherly." 


Invaluable person-la kindly assisting me. Did I say three! 
Yes, of course. Thank you. Wo aro playing fop bean* 
only, you see." 

Belden wntched them curiously. She sat oji Imper¬ 
turbably as by Caddy's bedside, her eyes fixed thought¬ 
fully on her cards. 

"—And raise you three," sho said. 

"Five more—you will excuso me, Belden, but your 
aunt, Mrs. Wetherly, Is a somewhat unusually Irritating 
woman. I'll see you, Mies Strong—ah, yea. two pair, 
queens up." 

"What h*s she dono?" 

"She Insists that Mrs. Mooro shall not only sen Mr. 
Burchard, to which I have not tho lenst objection, but 
that he shall hold a communion service, directly, thore. 
Now, If your sister had asked for this herself. It would bo 
another matter; but, unless this Is tho caso, I always re¬ 
gard It as a depressing agent, It Is a strain, In any case." 

"I think Mrs. Mooro will go through with It very 
easily, Doctor," Miss Strong Interposed, slipping tho 
cards Into their leather envelope nnd gathering up tho 
beans. "Sho will bo fresh from her nap, and It will bo 
very short. She has promised Mrs. Wetherly, you know, 
and It would distress her more to brenk it—'' 

"All right, oil right. Havo it your way. Much 
obliged." 

Ho took tho cards from her and went out. 

"My aunt Is very trying." Belden began. 

"Oh, mnny people feel so about It," she assured him, 
"eupeclally hlgh-churoh people. Sho only did what sho 
thought right." 

He drew a breath of relief. * 

"You'll see sho's not too tired?" ho askod, nna os 
v he went to luncheon ho womlored at tho comfort ho de¬ 
rived from hor mute nod. 

Ho was roused from Iho table, where tho dishes left 
by them were untouched for tho most pnrt, by a' dis¬ 
turbance In Iho hall. 

"It's the priest," iho waitress murmured, and with 
a frown he chocked her rising tears. 

Aunt Lucia bustled through tho room. 

"You jnust come, Wllmot," sho whispered engcrly, 
"sho asked for you. Peter Is locked Into hln room, and 
neither of tho children hns been confirmed. Busy, of 
course, Is a Preshylcrlnn. Not that dear Mr. Burchard 
would object—ho Is so frond. But you have no excuse. 
Oh, It Is beautiful, Wllmot! Bho looks so lovely!" 

Ilo followed her wearily. What did It mattor? It 
seemed to him ominous, tcrrlhlo—but It would plcaso 
Caddy. 8he sat propped up In tho bed. Her cheeks were 
crimson, hor eyes bright. White chrysnnthomums stood 
hi silver vases, candles burned softly on tho white-draped 
dresser. Mr. Burchard, In tho hall Just beyond, was 
slipping bln surpllco over his head. A faint odor of wlno 
mingled with tho flowers. 

licldcn dared not look at her. Sho was to him, In 
that moment, mystic, holy, a thing apart. Ho dropped 
on his knees beside a silver-white apron, his eyes on tho 
floor, his heart beating hard. 
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Tho clergymnn entered slowly, tho service began. It 
was all a murmured maze to him. Aunt Lucia sobbed 
quietly besldo him, but as ho glanced nt her ho caught 
a light on her wet, uplifted faco that thrilled him 
strangely. Her deep responses apoko a faith and surety 
Ihnt swallowed for tho moment all hor littlo sillinesses 
and obstinacies. 

The solemn words grow In Intensity, tho candles flick¬ 
ered audibly In tho secret hush. Tho clergyman moved 
toward the bod, and thoy heard Caddy's breath draw out 
in a deep, shuddering sob; her teeth chattered agnlnat 
tho cup. 

Belden set his Jaw; It was cruol, brutal! Thoy wore 
killing hor. His clenched flnt moved blindly toward his 
neighbor; ho touched her hand nnd gripped It llorcoly. 

In front of him on tho wall hung a largo photograph 
of Billy's bnscball nlno In full uniform. Ho could havo 
drawn It from memory, nftorwsrd. Billy, ho remomborod, 
was a great catcher. He held hard to that cool, Arm 
hand. 

"- bo amongst you nnd remain with you always. 

Amon." There was a littlo stir. Tho hand was drawn 
from his. 

"Como, now," whispered Aunt Lucln, and ho walked, 
stumbling and stiff from kneeling, from tho room. At 
tho door ho glnnccd a second backward, but only Dr. 
Hitchcock was to bo seen, bonding over tho bed. Miss 
Strong had already token away candled nnd flowers, and 
Cnddy'e triple mirror was back on tha dresser. 

Mr. Burchard, In his long, black cassock, offered his 
hand cordially. 

"I am glad you could bo with us, Mr. Bolden," he 
began, but tho olhor broko In: 

"If you havo tired hor, If this—makes a difference—" 
ho muttered fiercely, "you will havo mo to sottlo with. 
Mind that!" 

Ho hurried down tho stairs, his hands still clenched. 
Poter was starling off with tho road wagon. They nodded 
shortly at each other. 

From then, tho thno raced on Incredibly. Tho great 
surgeon, with his two assistants, was In tho hall; ho wai 
on tho stairs; ho was lost to sight. There was a mo¬ 
mentary rush nnd bustle, und closing of a door. Peter 
camo out, whispering to himself, and disappeared some¬ 
where. Tho others, clustered In tho library, spoko fit¬ 
fully. 

"They carried her on a cot Into tho west room," some¬ 
body murmured cloao to BeUlon. It was littlo Margaret. 
"I saw her. Bho waved her hand at mot 1 threw her a 
kiss. Miss Strong smiled at mo—I lovo Miss Strong." 

Aunt Lucia sobbed. Busy bit hor lip and played with 
Billy's unwilling hand. 

"Where’s my father? Where's ho gone?” ho demand¬ 
ed. "Who’s that other woman with tho apron?" 

Miss Strong appeared nt tho door. "Sho hns tnkon 
tho other very well Indeed; thoy uro much pleased," aha 
said softly. Thoy hung on her words; thoy overwhelmed 
her with questions. She soothed them llko children. 

It grew suddenly clear to Belden that Caddy would 
die. 1 It must he so. Ho wondered that they had hoped 
for anything else. Ho was sorry for them all. Ho watch¬ 
ed Indifferently whllo Miss Strong led tho children away 
—ho know sho was taking them to their father. Later, 
whllo Aunt I.uclu, on hor knees, read through streaming 
eyes from her prayer book, and Susy tulked nervously to 
him, ho watched tho firm, full figure of tho woman pacing 
up nnd down tho piazza outside, her arm drawn through 
his restless boy’s. 

"Gpd bless hor!" ho snld aloud. 

Afterward, he could never recall tho ccnsecutlvo hap¬ 
penings to tho cnd. lie saw only separate pictures. 

In ono, u strnngo young mun oponol tho door and 
said tho words that frightened thorn with delight. 

In another, a drawn, old. white-faced mun-suroly not 
Dr. Janteaon—loaned weakly in a chair, while a woman 
imnded him a tiny glass of colored liquid. 

In yet another, n fnther hid his faco In hla littlo 
daughter's bosom and sobbed, with shaking shoulders; his 
tall son smiled'bravely over tho bent head 

In the last picture ho himself bore a part; for when 
ho came upou Ids shy. suspicious boy clasped In tho kind 
arms of tho woman whoso brown eyes, onco seen, had 
haunted hla thoughts ever since, ho gathered them both 
to him Irresistibly. As ho laid his cheek ugainst hers, ho 
felt that it was wet with leurs. 

"It lies with you now," ho whispered In her ear, "to 
give her back to us. well and strong. Ho says you can. 
Afterward—" 

She drew away from h.hn. 

"I—I must go. l am bo glad—I will do my best," iho 
answered unsteadily. • 

Ho caught her hand. "And afterward?" ho repeatod, 
a growing mastery In his voice. She tried to meet hla 
ovoa. but W awn fall, conauarod. 


